David Arnot

Padua* Nor should you step into my place if
your heartstrings are to be ever pulling you
towards Scotland/'

Again a silence; but this time David felt
the silence throb and quiver.

" Scotland or Padua ? Which calls you ?
Warrior of Christ, I stand aside that you may
listen for the voice of the Supreme Com-
mander/'

David saw with piercing distinctness the
great and congenial career which opened before
him in Padua. The wide powers, the prestige,
the beauty of it, allured him; while the mere
name of Scotland brought back to him a most
forlorn boyhood: an atmosphere of leaden
gloom and dreary greyness; the darker con-
trasted with the lavish sunshine of this bright
Italian noon.

He recalled, against his will, the most
frightful scene he had ever been forced to
witness; the burning of a so-called witch, a
poor old woman who had brewed decoctions
for healing quartan fevers, toothache, rheu-
matic pains and other suchlike common ills.

Who accused her, how she had been dragged
to trial, who condemned her, was forgotten;
for David had been scarcely four years old at
the time. But her ashen-grey face, her trem-
bling body, her wild despairing shriek of protest
against the cruelty of the world; her frantic
appeal to God; and the exultant response of a
minister standing- bv. who told her that as she